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SULLIVAN'S ISLAND, 


(MOULTRIEVILLE) 
No. 6. 

Captain Cowpens was so 
much invigorated by the air, 
and interested by the sight of 
the Island, that he decided to 
remain for the season. A con- 
venient house on the front- 
beach was selected for his ac- 
commodation, and Mr. Marion 
promised to visit him frequent- 
ly. 
: The children passed every 
Saturday with their old friend, 
who entered into their amuse- 
ments, and was as eager as 
themselves for the holiday. 
His fishing boat was always 
cleaned with extra care, and 
the boys’ guns placed behind 
the door ready for their ramble 
to the Curlew ground. The 
Curlew ground! Charlotte in- 
variably protested against their 
firing asingle gun: She won- 
dered they could have the 





heart to disturb the flight 
of the birds, as she watched 
their airy processions against 


the sky, now mingling as if 


for consultation, now exten- 
ding ina pencilled linelength- 
ening and lengtheming until 
lost in the viewless~nir. 

As the season advanced, the 
visits of the Marions were 
limited to the day time, as a 
change of night air is consid- 
ered dangerous in our climate 
in the autumnal months. 

One September morning, 
Mrs. Marion and the children 
prepared for their Saturday 
excursion, their father being 
prevented by business from 
accompanying them. The 
Steam Boat had stopped run- 
ning, and with gay spirits they 
stepped on board a packet, 
delighted with the change. 

hey found their old friend 
well and happy. He had been 
ornamenting the fishing boat-- 
even her oars were painted a 
bright greep, and she danced 
on the waves as if expecting 
her lively crew. 

Nor had the young people 
been unminodfulof him. Char- 








lotte and Sophia affectionately 
threw around his neck a watch 

uard, the result of their 
joint industry, on which was 
wrought in glittering letters, 
“28th June, 1776.” Edward 
had superintended the repair- 
ing of his spectacles, and 
Jobo came drumming his fin- 
gers on a tortoise shell box, 
containing a present of best 
Rappee. 

They all entered the fish- 
ing boat. Nature was as 
bright as their feelings. A 
few large pillowy clouds rest- 
ed beneath the heavens, soft- 
ening, but not obscuring the 
autumnal sun. The city, with 
its spires, rose in the distance. 
The light-house, beautiful em- 
blem of hope and safety, tow- 
ered on one side, and on the 
other the main with its level 
verdure, seemed like a fringe 
of green on the azure horizon. 
Pleasure boats were darting 
from the cove, the rocking 
skiff of the fisherman Jay ea- 
sily on the waves, and the ma- 
jestic merchantman passed 
through the channel with its 
freighted store. 
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Somethere were, on that 
day,who with a prescient fear, 
looked around and fancied 
signs of evil; and the accus- 
tomed ear could detect the 
roar of-a distant swell upon 
the ocean. It blew freshly; 
but who, after the panting fer- 
vours of the heated south- 
wind, would not welcome that 
cooling breeze? 

The wind gradually, but not 
alarmingly increased. The 
Marions ate their late dinner 
with true Island gout, and not 
one want was felt or express- 
ed, but that one, so full of 
love in the domestic scene, 
“Oh, if father were only 
here’ 

As they sat at table,passing 
innocent jokes on their fish- 
ing skill, a sudden gust shook 
the slight tenement, and a 
drizzling rain began to fall. 
They instantly prepared to 
return to town, but €very mo- 
ment the wind rose, and the 
sky became darker. They 
hurried, chilled and alarmed, 
to the cove. ‘here was evi- 
dent anxiety among the marin- 
ers; a gale was apprehended, 
and they declined the respon- 
sibility of female passengers 
in their slight packets. 

The disappointed circle re- 
turned to the house im silence, 
for now the rain began te pour 
in torrents, and the building 
rocked like an infant’s cradle. 

At'the approach ‘of night, 
Sophia was dreadfully alarm- 
ed, and as each gust came 
with its roaring accompany- 
ments of angry waves, she 
screamed with terror. Mrs. 
Marion tried to soothe & rea- 
son with her. It wasin vain. 
Now her cheek was pale as 
‘death, and her eyes seemed 





starting from their sockets, 
and now the blood rushed to 
her forehead, and she covered 
her eyes with her hands, to 
shut out the scene before her. 
‘Sophia,’ said her mother, 
sternly, ‘‘I will not suffer this 
violent emotion. Conquer 
your feelings immediately, or 
you must leave me. Your 
unchristian viclence is worse 
than the storm. God is with 
us, Let us be prepared for his 
will, while deliberating on the 
best means of safety.” 
Sophia with a strong effort 
conquered her feelings, and 
only once, but ah, with what 
different emotions cried out, 
“If father were but here!” 
How rapidly night came 
on! They had hoped the storm 
would lull at twilight, but it 
rose androse, and at length 
the waves like some living 


monster, lifted the piazza be- 
neath them. Moving masses 


of ruins were seen floating on 
the white foam, while their 
voices could scarcely be heard 
amid the din and roar of the 
elements. 

An able and faithful ser- 
vant was summoned to accom- 
pany themto the Fort. He 
took Sophia in his arms, who 
lay there like a blighted flow- 
er. Charlotte and John held 
to the skirts of his coat, and 
Captain Cowpens, Mrs. Mar- 
ion and Edward, with the re- 
maining servants, followed 
closely behind. The darkness 
was intense, and their way lay 
through rising waves. 

For a short time a shout, a 
word of encouragement, even 
a jest to attempt to conceal 
their alarm and to assure them- 
selves of each other’s presence, 
were heard; but this was soon 


hushed. At this crisis, there 
was an awful pause in the eie- 
ments; it seemed that nature 
was preparing a _ nervous 
heave, and clinging to each 
other, they thought to die to- 
gether. It came—the gale 
rushed thundering on, roaring 
and raging over bursting 
waves. 

That loving band were part- 
ed; only Sophia and John 
reached the Fort in safety. 

Bitter was that night—sad 
the morning. Oh, thou bright 
and glorious sun, how couldst 
thou return smiling on such a 
scene of desolation? 

Mrs. Marion and Edward 
had regained each other, after 
that fearful shock, and suc- 
ceeded in reaching the piazza 
of a building, which though 
but a wreck, withstood the 
waves. Charlotte was pro- 
tected by a fisherman. His 
boat,that had been washed far 
up on the sands, he turned and 
made their shelter, though a 
rough one for the delicate and 
bewildered girl. 

Their venerable friend, how- 
ever, was no where to be 
found, Alas, amid the sad 
discoverie$ of that day, with 
tearful eyes they recognized 
his well known form. Grasp- 
ing his hickory cane, his grey 
hairs wet with serf, and his 
eye fixed in death lay the vet- 
eran onthe beach. 

As the soldiers raised him 
to bear him to the Fort, the 
gold beads of the watch guard 
sparkled in the sun, and the 
date of ‘‘1776” came to the 
eyes of the girls, through their 
blinding tears. 

A mourntul and respectful 
train was that, which with its 





| military escort wound its way 
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by the Curlew ground, to the 
myrtles, where the Island dead 
repose. ‘The muffled drum, 
mingling with the sounds of 
air and sea, and the minute 
cuhs, with sad precision, told 
the tread of death. 

Fit wasthe burial. Let the 
worldling be laid amid the 
city’s hum, let the babe and 
the maiden rest beneath the 
green turf, and flowers blos- 
som over their graves; but the 
hero of the South,where can he 
find a better monument, than 
those sands, or a holier dirge 
than that which comes sweep- 
ing over the ocean, bringing 
echoes of his fame? C.G, 

THE END. 








FOR MY 
Youngest Readers. 


Emma, 
thimble, 
won't.”” 

Emma, shut the door, 
dear. ‘1 won't.” 

{mma, come and kiss 
‘oT won't.” 











pick up my 


my love. “I 


mama. 

Emma, speak to the 
gentleman. ‘I won't, so 
there.” 


Come, James, let us go 
away from Emma, until 
she is in a better humour. 





FOR THE ROSE BUD. 
“Juvenile Industry Society.” 

This interesting circle is 
composed of Misses, and has 
been tn operation fifteen years. 
Each member is expected to 
bring a suit of infant’s clothes, 
made if possible by herself, 
to the meetings, which are 
Quarterly. Onthese occasions 








they sew, and listen te judi- 
cious selections in reading. 
During the past year, two 
hundred and twenty garments 
have been distributed to twenty 
two poor women, for the use 
of their infants. 

Charleston, August 7th, 1833. 





Foreign Department, 


Spain.—The present con- 
dition of this monarchy ap- 
pears to containthe elements 
of future convulsion. Ferdi- 
nand Seventh, the king, is a- 
bout 49 years old, and is in 
very feeble health. He has 
only one child, a daughter, 
three years old. By the an- 
cient Salic law, to which this 
royal family was subject, ‘none 
but male children could in- 
herit the throne. In order to 
set aside this law, Ferdinand 
not long since ventured to pro- 
claim his daughter as heir to 
hie throne. Don Carlos, the 
king’s eldest brother, who 
would himself have been king 
in case of Ferdinand’s death, 
believing his own rights and 
the rights of his sons to be vi- 
olated, protested against and 
opposed his brother’s decree. 
He was consequently banished 
from the kingdom. Should 
Ferdinand’s death soon take 
place, Spain would no doubt 
be immediately convulsed by 
a civil war. The priesthood, 
who enjoy vast influence in 
that country, are almost unan- 
imous in favour of Don Car- 
los. 

Should Ferdinand live many 
years, the party in favor of 
his daughter would naturally 
increase,& her claim might be 
finally established. But as 
soon as he shall die, Don Car- 
los will return to claim the 


throne, the nation will be 
probably divided into two 
parties, and the question will 
only be decided by an appeal 
to arms. 

The present family was it- 
self seated on the Spanish 
throne about one hundred 
and thirty years ago, after a 
similar contest, in which all 
Europe joined. The question 
lay between a prince of the 
Bourbon family in France,and 
the son of the German Empe- 
ror, The nation generally 
sided with the former, who 
finally prevailed. 
SSS 
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No. LI. of the Cosmopolitan, which 
now graces our table, reminds us of 
the ingenious pictured blind in ‘Tradd 
street. When we first glanced at it, 
we saw repulsive revellers with reel- 


ing limbs and red eyes: but another 
step gave us a view which we claim 


for our own readers. Its freshness, 
simplicity, and noble spirit, its touch 
of superstition, La Pola in her blush- 
ing girlhood, Isabel in her half con- 
fiding love, and the racy wit of the 
Rival Doctors, bringing out the wil- 
ding laugh; all are for the young, 
the pure and untainted young, and 
we will stand with them on this side 
of the picture. 





TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


‘“The Benshie’s cry,’’ is received. 
‘*HI.’? shall have a place. 


Reniittaneés, from Philadelphia, 
$5; from Summerville, &.-C. $3; 
from Columbia; 3S. C. $1. 


WANTED.—Any unappropriated 
numbers of the Rose Bud, from No. . 
]. to 28. 
Sn} 

Office Board of Health. 
Return of Deaths in the City of 

Charleston; from the 3d to the 

10th August. 

Waites 9»: Bracks and Cot- 
ORED 10.—White children 2. 














































































aa AOE a SE alte BT ist 




















204 


~~ 


THE ROSE BUD. 








OER LGLNAL POBLELZ > 


*The following lines, which contain a thought of great 
delicacy and beauty, are from a collection of Poems re- 
cently published in this city, by Miss Penina Morse, 
and happily entitled, ‘‘Fancy’s Sketch Book.’’ 


The Meteor and the Flying Fish. 
It was a brilliant summer’s eve, 
When sportive sylphs delight to leave 

In crowds their distant caves; 
And Fancy tracks their tiny prints 
Among tbe fairest flower tints 

That e’er the dew-star laves. 

I stood upon the Ocean’s brink, 
And felt my spirit pant to link 

Itself with loftier things; 

When Jo! an exiled child of space, 
Th’ ephemera of the starry race, 

A meteor, earthward springs. 
*The semi sea-bird marked its flight 
And vainly strove to reach the height 

From whence the ethereal fell; 
Then bitterly broke forth in ire— 
**Sun-born yet ineffectual fire, 

Can erring nature tell 
Why thou, a splendid mockery, 
Impatient of the glorious sky, 

Should’st briefly brighten there? 
While I, disdainfal of the deep, 

In erystal confines still must sleep, 

Nor fill that ial sphere?’’ 

I started—for that thought allied 
Itself to my aspiring pride, 

That musingly conjured 
Each spirit of intelligence 
To break the bonds and bars of sense, 

That Heaven might be explored. 
That circling free round Dian’s throne 
1 might transpierce that mystic zone 

here worlds lie unrevealed; 
But Faith arrested Fancy here, 
And caught my penitential tear 
On her celestial shield. 











* The Flying Fish. 





DISAPPOINTMENT. 


Mark yon rich cloud, its hues so bright, 
Ting’d with the warm sun’s setting ray ; 
Soon will the sable brow of night, 
Scow! all those goldem hues away. 


Mark yon soft sea, its placid rest, 

The gentle curling of that wave; 

Soon shall the pond’rous billows breast 
Raise on that sea, a gloomy grave. 


Like these, alas, are. mortal joys! 

When in those joys we rest secure, 

Some stroke of fate the charm destroys,— 

‘That stroke is Heaven’s—oh hush! endure. €.G, 


— — —— 
——— —- 


Sign over a Cobbler’s Shop in England. 
«‘Blow, O blow, ye heavenly breezes, 

All among the leaves and treeses: 

Sing, O sing, ye heavenly muzes, 

And 1 will mend your boots and shoeses.’’ 








PROSPECTUS 
OF THE 
SOUTHERN ROSE BUD. 
VOL. UL. 


eh INCE the publication of the Rose Bun, papers of a 
similar character have increased so rapidly at the 
North, as to induce the Editer to change its utle. 

The Sournern Rose Bun, will be issued on the 
3ist of August, in an enlarged form, with improved pa- 
per, and will be adapted in many points to mature read- 
ers, though not relinquishing the juvenile a cana cee 

The Editor again renews her pledge, to shut out from 
its pages all allusions to political or religious controversy. 

The friends of the Rose Bun, are requested to use 
their influence for its circulation in the South and West, 
to enable the Publisher to make continued improvements 
in the mechanical department. 


RECOMMENDATIONS. 


We take a special! pleasure in offering our congratula- 
tions to our little favourite “Tue Rose Bup,’’ its Fdit- 
or, and its Patrons, on the arrival of this Anniversary of 
its birth. It is not yet a full blown flower, but has grad- 
ually developed itself, and is about to shoot forth into a 
more mature and expanded beauty. 

Most cordially do we recommend the SourHEerRN 
Rose Bun, to the kindness and fostering care of the 
public. Nothing will ever be found in it to offend, on the 


. most critical perusal, while an extended and liberal va- 


riety is offered to its youthful readers. ‘Though particu- 
larly and sedulously adapted to the instruction and amuse- 
ment of the young, its adult readers have often wept over 
and smiled upon sentiments and illustrations uttered to en- 
gage the sympathy and attention of inexperienced minds. 

Genius and talent contribute largely to its composition; 
taste and feeling soften and refine every page; while a 
sensitive purity keeps watch over and sanctions tbe 
whole. 

May it continue to prosper, and circulate more and more 
widely throxgh our country. 

SAM’L HENRY DICKSON. 
THOS. LEE. 
MITCHELL KING. 

We have been readers of the ‘Rose Bun,” and ad- 
mirers of the talent it has developed, and the just senti- 
ments it has contained. C. E. GADSDEN. 

C. J, COLCOCK. 
The “*Rose Bup’’ has been a valued and entertaining 
visitant in our families from its beginning, and we concur 
‘very sincerely in the sentiments of the preceding recom- 
mendations. W. CAPERS. 
JOHN BACHMAN. 
THOS. 8. GRIMKF, 





Charleston, S. C. Mug. 17, 1833. 














